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me THE NINTH OF NOVEMBER. 

“ Poor Pa’s claims for highest civic honours have again been overlooked, and the Lord Mayorship of London is still in safe hands. No doubt Papa’s turn 
will come some day, but not during the present century. Dad evidently fully expected to gather in the laurel wreath of office this year. As a consequence, 
he had prepared a show of colossal maynitude. Determined that the British Public should not be disappointed, Poor Pa attempted to precede the real show 
with his own procession. The police, though, did not appreciate the joke, and my unfortunate Parent was borne off in triumph to Bridewell.”—Toorsit. 


AND A GOOD JUDGE, TOO. SLAVES IN LONDON. 
ASSESS oss Ss j : *. i 
\ SSSSSSSSSSE / : : In 1765, Mr. Granville Sharpe one day, going to visit his 


brother's surgery in Mincing Lane, saw a negro crawling 
rds 


painfully to the door, seemingly ready to faint from 
we 


eakness. Pain and disease, the consequence of brutal 
ill-usage and neglect, had led the miserable sufferer to seck 
medical aid. On inquiry, it was found that his name was 
Strong, and that he been a slave to Mr. David Lisle, a 
lawyer of Barbadoes, whose barbarous treatment had 
r him to a state of uselessness, and that the poor 
case then had been heartlessly turned adrift in the 
streets. 

By the united care of the two brothers, Strong was 
restored to health and placed in‘the service of Mr. Brown 
an apothecary in Fenchurch Street, where he was treated 
very kindly, and remained for two years, when, as he was 
attending his mistress behind a hackney coach, he was seen 


a | . =i S S AN and recognised by the lawyer to whom he had been a slave, 
SSE i ‘ We «D and whoconceiving, from his appearance and active employ- 
SERS } | SA \S | : 


SS ment, that he must have regained his strength sufticiently 
for useful labour, instantly formed a design to recover 
possession of him. 

Some days later Lisle employed two constables to attend 
him toa public-house, from which he sent a messenger to 
Site, Juntor (uth enthusiasm). Ob, father ain't thie w lovely safe? TH bet Suen Senior (with deen scorn), Safe quide! bank-notes! Garn' Wot rot are yen Ruiluaint Maron, Site ® peta, wantant emesis, 


it's stuffed y ’ bank-notes. mak y bloomin’ tal Wot do I care if it’s stuffed full o' diamints. The swag we're goin’ to 
aes It Por eas ras a aate on cyan the . get lies ere—in the coal cellar. master, who gave him at once into custody. Strong, " 
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Police Constable (approaching excited ero 
Circus), What's the ply As here iad What is igh ‘vo henn 

Excited Old Lady. | wants to know the way to the Wild Dic! 
i i eg these here fules can't tell a body. but grin- shill ei 
and makes bigger fules of ‘emselves. tens 

Police Constable (considering). Wild Duck Station? Oh, ven? 
ey eae: serine tpn a ed comes to the bridge. and rh i 
up the steps on the right, an ‘Il tind i Fob ON the rei 
ey eapiee tia you! nd it further on on the rjei, : 
s 


however, sent for Mr. Brown, who, coming also, was violently 
threatened by Lisle for having detained his property (as he called 
Strom), and, being frightened, left him in the lawyer's hands, 

After this, Mr. Granville Sharpe received a letter from the 
Poultry compter, signed by Strong, but. sending to inquire what 
was the matter. was told that no such person was in the prison. 
He, however, would not take this answer, and going himself to the 
compter, insisted on seeing Strong, and warned the master of the 
wrisonoat hisewn peril not to deliver him up to any person until 

e had beeneacried before the Lord Mavor, to whom Sharpe imme- 
diately went and gave information that Strong bad been imprisoned 
without any warrant. aire! requested: his lordship to summon those 
persons who iegally detuned him. This request: was complied 
with: buten the Maver telling Strong he could go free, he was 
seized by the captain of a ship bound for Jamaica, who had been 
instructed to tuhke himon board, he having been sold by Lisle for 
230. Mr. Sharpe took out 2 summons against this man for assault, 
and took Strong bome with him. 

Lisle next broushtanastion against both the brothers Sharpe 
for stealing the negro. snd there seems little doubt that with the 
then existing law, the case would have gone against them had not 
Granville written and widely cireulited a pamphlet “on the injus- 
wand dangerous tendency of toler: slavery oreven of admit- 
the least cliim to private property in tie person. of men in 
Enelend.” The arguments contiined init wore irresistible, and 
finally Lisle, afraid’ to continue his action, was compelled to pay 
heavy costs for abandoning it. 

That sane vear another extraordinary case of a similar nature 
occurred. A black slave, of the name of Somerset, was brought by 
his master, Mr. Stewart, to Eneland, and in) process of time 
decamped, Stewart found and seized him, and conveyed him on 
board the Ann and Mary, in order to be carried to Jamaica to be 
told as aslave. A hubens corpus was obtained, and x long trial 
followed. Mr. Mansfield, pleading on behalf of Somerset, con- 
tended that if the negre were a iman—-and he should conclude him 
one till the court should adjudze otherwise—it was impossible he 
could beaslave in Eughind, unless by the introduction of some 
species of property unknown to our constitution, The case was 
decided in Somerset's favour, and the ever memorable result 
established theaxiom that as soon as any slave sets foot on English 
ground he becomes free. 
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a he ae ae pice Supper. 
vever a e Least, 4 j is aly 
coranble ike tr y goodness? Do journalists aly iy. 
elated Journalist. Oh, no. There is generally suflicie : 
and drink, and then there is no neceatig te vedete ees 
7 
s 
THERE was a young girl in the choir 
W hose voice rose hoir and hoir, 
Till it reached such a height 
It was clear out of sight, 
And they found it next day in the epoir, 
ss 


s 

Fe. Allis over between us, Ethel, 

She, What! will not papa give his consent—has he refused to 
spare me? 

He, Not at all; he hasn't spared you, and that's just the reason 
ars Lrg _ think better of my offer. It's not every fathe: 
who's got the decency to put a young man up toa few hard facts 
Tie ts p sali is Pp toa few hard fact 

s 


Magistrate. Have you ever seen the prisoner at the bar? 
Ww étness, Oh, yex! I don't think I've ever seen him anywhi rs 
else. He's a shocking drunkard, your worship. : 
ss 


s 
Father. Poor little Johnny, he’s got a dreadful impedime 
his speech ; [ don’t know what I shall make of him Tile am 
Friend, Oh, no difficulty about that. Get him taken on a. a 
paper boy at a railway bookstall ; he’s fairly cut out for it. 
Le 


oe 
First Business Man. Wonderful convenient thing, typewrite:: ; 
great money savers, too. ee 
Second Business Man. Umph! think so? 
First Business Man. Uthink so. Yes. Don’t you? 
Second Buxiness Man, Well, no; can't exactly say 1 do. You 
sec, I married mine. os 
s 


* * . * * 
LAITEST FROM THE SICKERIES, 
me an billium ar «avin a badd time. 
iff wee ever gett wel wee ar on the strait lay. 
thatt ole beest befiin stil glote. 
lett im iff itt do im good. 
(Newt week,“ Cain and Abel.” ) 
Bea ee eee eS eee ES ee 


TO CORRESPONDENTS. 
= 
* .* Correspondente wishing their MSS, or Sketches to be returned, 
should incloxea stam ped encelope large enough to contain the 
contributions subwitled. Do not inclose loose stamps. 


Bs SCENE—A Fleet Street Tavern. 
et F ye 8 ° ers nal eaneine over there at the end of the bar! 
. That? ! that’s the guiding spirit of the Daily 7/ srelap 
Tele tieeety, g g spirit ov aily Thunderclap, 

B. Dear me! no—the advertisement manoger. 

ss 
* 

It was at the Blue Piz. The Eminent and Mac. had just con- 
cluded a somewhat heated discussion. “No matter, sir,” said the 


Quite unauited to ue, JERMYN ; You should try and study atyle. = . : Wreck, magnanimously. “I ov : Reh 
ALLY, Crips, és tired uf jokeleta On the subject of his tile, Sorry, as = r ; a ves : a ey ies Sister: a lot from be friends——" Ep inigeted San ile ie Gene ee 
MIDGE, we cannot tell you ; It is difenlt to tell, Quite another Rt ees Pel ee rupted Mac. ; and then the row commenced all over again,” oe 


matter, JARVEY. 1884,¥.L. Yea, for one and cightpence, TARTAN ; nee 
It is better in your case, Thanks for little sketches, AURERT, But 
ae haven't got the space. Utterly unfair, Miss LELY; You should 
sue them for the reat, Much about the same, ¥. DALLAS. But we 
think the third'’s the best. Must decidedly, F, ALLEN, You hare 
ev'ry right, of course; Still, yowd better try persuasion Firat, 
before you come to force, Thanh yoy fee ra BUNYAN. Much 
obliged for note, G.B. Very goud idea,F. THOMAS; But,alas! it 
cannot be, amosipnnes 
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A HUNDRED times a week she told 
How deeply he had wronged her; 

A hundred times she said she'd kill 
Him. were she only stronger. 

And yet to-day I saw them both 
A-cooin' and a-billin’ ; 

They're man and wife—yet on the stage 
She's heroine, he's villain. 

Ld 


Brown. This is a very excellent cigar. 
Smith, Eh! What's that? 
Brown, A very excellent cigar, I say. 
Smith (hastily cramining his Late Why—er—dash it all! 1 
must have given you one of the brand I smoke myseli ! 
se 


s 

Chockle, What are you laughing at?) What's the joke? 

Chuckle. Some youngsters have broken some windows down our 
strect, and I was a boy myself once, you know. Ha! ha! ha! 

Chockle, But they're your own boys, who have broken your own 
ae wi hwekl Wha-a-a-t? Th drels! Onl 
Our old triend at the ti huckle, -0-2- ‘he young scoundrels! mly Jet me 
attack of influenza, ‘ute pees’ catch them! The young villains! iu tan their young hides for 
tionary measures, em *,* [Lewit arovling. 


Forwarded to any part of the World, Sarawak and Bechuanaland 
excepted, post free: 
3 Months, 1s. 6d.; 6 Months, 3s. 3d.; 12 Months, 6s. 6d. 
In Stamps or P.0.0.'8 payable to GILBERT DALZIEL, 
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Weekly Contents me cad and Show Cards will be sent post jree to 


PARIS 
On sale at all Kiosques and Bovkaelicrs’, at 20 centimes, or by 
special arrangement at our 


PARIS AGENCY, 22 RUE DE LA BANQUE. 
NINE CLAIMS ALREADY PAID. 


—£150 


Will be paid to the next-of-kin of any Man, Woman, Boy, or Girl 
(Railway Servants on duty excepted ), who shall nae n to meet 
with his or her death in a Railway Accident to the Train in 
which they are travelling, in any part of the United Kingdom, 
PROVIDED a copy of the current issue of “ ALLY SLOPER'S HALF- 
Howipay" be found upon the Deceased at the time of the Accidcnt, 
“ ALLY SLOPER'S FALF-HOLIDAY” ts published throughout the 
United Kingdom every Wednesday afternoon at 1 o'clock, and the 
Insurance lasts one week from that time, expiring at 1 o'clock the 
follincing Wednesday afternoon. 


JUMBLES AND GINGERBREAD. 
ge 
Smart. What a brave little woman your wife is. 
Snicker, Yes ; that is one good quality she has absorbed from me 
Smart, Oh! Is that so? Then that accounts for your being 
devoid of that quality. *,* 


Wuy buy a ticket before travelling by train? Messrs. W. H. 
Smith and Son are always willing to “ book ” you for the journey. 
ss 
s 
igen hie Oh, well, I have my faults, of course, like everyone 
on” there is one thing I can say, and that is, I never go hum: 
‘Brown. You don't say eo! Well, I am surprised! 1 wonder 
your wife allows you to stay away so often and so long. 
se 


s 
The Twins assure us that “ Unsweetened” gin has been much 
overrated. They declare SLOPER'S “favourite licker” to be the 
birch rod. * 6 
s 
Jones. I've just been looking at the cups which are the prizes for 
the Sloper’s Billiard Tournament. 
‘oozer, Yesh, I'm goin’ to play in th’ Tournament. 
Jones. Youare? Why, what do you expect to get? 
Smith. Why, he'll get the hic-cups, of course. 
ss 


* 
“You'RE simply perfect, Belle.” he cried, 
“ Your hair, your eyes, your dimple.” 

“And you,” the winsome maid rep ied, 


“Well, you're a perfect simple.’ 
ss 


Last Guest (having a final warm over fire), This is the best part 
of the evening, I think. 


s 
2 : Uf. ch i Ji 
Hostess (absent-mindedly). Yes, indeed. It’s jolly to feel that Bie Done couch oreling tasely dummy! 


Jim, Well, rather! Simashed up three machines, run over fifteen 


it’s all over. °° people, killed three, maimed six, and scared half a hundred horse- 
: _ , ; - at least. Done much cycling? Oh! I tell you, I’ve been fairly 
Magistrate. You are discharged, prisoner. You can leave the busy, and no kid! se 
court. What are you waiting for? = . 
Prisoner, A\ right, ver honour! TI was only posing a minute to ScENE—Barber's Shop. 


give the illustrated papers a chance. Customer (who has been waiting sume time). Pray, what are you 
ed operating with, Mr. Barber? 

Barber. ie a razor, of course. What do you think? 

Customer (edging towards the door), Why, to tell you the truth. 
so many of your patients—I mean your customers—are frettins. 
and so many appear to be sore, that I thought perhaps it war“ 
fret-saw. ae 

* 


THOUGN eare causes wrinkles upon a man’s face, 
' It's a fact that is wortiy of note, 
| That the want of the same (quite an opposite cause) 
Often causes the ones in his cout. 
oe 


Ir has never yet been satisfactorily explained how it is that. 
when you hear your own dog out at the back, you describe it 
“That noble animal being on the alert for the protection of you 
wroperty”; but, if it happens to be your neleubours dog, it 1 
Invariably “That wretched cur next door baying the moon :20N. 
paisa aes ieee eh ee See 


* 
Sharply. My dear fellow, if you really want a hundred or two) 
can put you on to the very chap—a man of the highest principle. 
Pebbiy, Vipht ves. Pdessay,and a man of the highest interest, 
too, FM Jay a wager. ad 


She. Oh! her conduct was perfectly outrageous. She absolutely 


threw herself at the pore nivin’s head, Ewery Monday. One Halfpenny- 


! He. Threw herself, did she?) That accounts for him being so 
hard hit. o¢ L. A R K S 
; 3. a 
| Meeting of the Unemployed, ia 
Sympathising Be portcr, Took here, if youll give me your name : ; 
x | and address, If] mention them in my article. * Do yon come down the rame way sou Just Out. Sixteen Pages. One Penny. 
: Poor Out-of-Work-Man, Wot! Notme! Why, Ud be worried to go up, Mr. Sandbag?" “No: I try to’ FANCY R.A. PORTRAITS. b6 ” 
death by offers of work, yovnor! TL tried it once, ‘but pever agin. — come down fect fret,” replied the aeronant. No. 15.—Moore. CHR ISTMAS LARKS s 
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Saturday, November 11, 1893.) 
TOOTSIE AT DALY'S. 


—— 


Hamlet with Hamlet left out. A Daly play with no part for 
Miss Ada Rehan, A play named The Orient Erpress, the action of 
which—where 
action is— 
takes place in 
a drawing. 
room, All this 
sounds a bit 
disappointing. 
However, it is 
Mr. Daly's 
own _ theatre, 
and _ I suppose 
he has a per- 
fect. right to 
wroduce what 
ae likes, Idid 
not go to the 
first vight,and 
having read a 
somewhat 
hazy notice of 
the piece, ex- 
pected, when I 
reached the 
theatre, to see 
some exciting 
scenes with 
brigands. No 
fear ; the brig- 
ands were 
talked about, 
but did not 
show, and I 
missed my 
brigands sadly. 

The story I think 1 may tell you without at all spoiling your 
interest in the play when you go to see it. It is from the German 
of Blumenthal and Kadelburg, and is full of Mr. Frank Burnand’s 
lwst English jokes. Mr. and Mrs, Jellaby and Mr. and Mrs, 
Featherston occupy the same house, The Jellabys have two 
danghters, the one married being the wife of Featherston, who, 
with his partner, carries on the business of perfumers—a lucrative 
husiness, too, it would seem, for it returns a protit of ceat. per 
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Ernest Trevor : 
ALLAN AYNSWORTH. 


Frances: 
ADELAIDE STERLING 


When the act commences we learn that Featherston has gone by 
the express to the East to buy roses for the perfumery business. 
itis wife had started with him, but had gone no further than 
Dresden, from which she returns home with her sister, Nina, who 
has just finished her education abroad. Meanwhile Featherston 
iss proceeded on his journey, and Mrs, F.’s circular ticket, 
which is not transferable, and bears the lady’s name, has been dis- 
posed of through the instrumentality of the porter of the hotel 
where she had stayed. This little transaction, it will be seen, very 
oom causes a good deal of unpleasantness. 
tollaby sets the ball rolling by toddling home with the 
vvening paper, in which there is a report that the Orient Express 
tas been attacked by brigands, and that some of the passengers 


Odeuseus Dioskobobulos: 
GEORGE CLARK. 


Mrs. Jellabn: 
Mus, GILBERT, 


Lave been carried off to the brigand’s lair, there to await the 
arrival of heavy ransoms, failing which, in the usual course, it is 
to be presumed, scraps of their anatomies will be forwarded from 
time to time to their distressed relatives by way of gentle hints to 
bay up, 

Ina later edition further particulars are promised, and, in astate 
of great excitement and anxiety, all await its publication. At 
lenyth it comes out. Jellaby clutches it, reads the news, and drops 
it like a hot coal. Seven of the passengers were captured by the 
brigands, but subsequently released through the intervention of 
the Foreign Office, and among the list of the captives appear Mr. 
Featherstone and—his young wife. . 

ut it is not only they who read the paper. What will Mrs. 
“irundy say when she catches sight of it? rs. Jellaby, therefore, 
to avoid scandal, determines that Mrs. Featherston shall secretly 
xo abroad again, shall meet her husband and return with him, so 
that the report may go forth that she was the young wife mixed up 
with him in the adventure of the brigands. J 

And now Robert himself dawns upon the scene, and has his story 
to tell. It would appear that in the same carriage in which he 
rode was the identical lady who, at Dresden, had bought the 
circular ticket, against the bye-laws of the company, and it was 


" H q 
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Hettie Featherston 
Aba REUAN. 


"4 


A ugustus Jellaby: 
JaMEs LEWIS. 


thus that the mistake arose. Then business becomes very brisk 
indeed, and Ada Rehan, James Lewis, Mrs. Lewis, George Clarke, 
Adelaide Sterling and Allan Aynsworth between them cause general 
hilarity, By all means go and see Mr. Burnand’s piece, which is 
‘ost amusing, 


ALLY SLOPER’S HALF-HOLIDAY. 


THE PENNY READINGS SEASON. 


Now that Guy Fawkes is eel of and, under the cold soap 
treatment advised by our landiads, the sting is nearly out of the 
gigantic burn on our second finger, where te exploding “ golden 
rain * singed it. our wildest dissipation, until we start mixing the 

vuddings, will be Penny Readings. We don't go mad over Penny 
eadings at any time, but our best girl does, wherefore we obey 
and suffer in silence, 

Maudina Ethelberta—(that’s what her godfathers and god- 
mothers did for her when she was entirely too young to take her 
own part)—said to us the other night, *1t's our classical night to- 
night, and you'll have to don your sables.” We replied that our 
dress-coat had gone to the tailor’s for repairs. But she compromised 
on a black frock, and hauled us off just about the hour that sen- 
sible men were sitting down to dinner. We were shut into an ill- 
ventilated schoolroom at five minutes to eight in order to avoid 
being shut out. 

Oh, that we had been shut out! But this by the way. 

We were just beginning to get irritated at the ized and glassy 
smile of the Reverend Hoopingkautf Porter, who occupied a 
Windsor armchair on the platform, and toyed nervously with an 
unsatisfying waterbottle, when the Misses Jenkinson-Mudde drew 
two cushioned stools to the pianoforte, and dashed into what was 
described as an “ Unfinished Symphony,” by Schubert. After just 
forty-three minutes they stopped, and with them the incessant 
cough of the old lady in the pew behind us. We breathed more 
freely ; but not for long. A little volley of applause, led by Uncle 
Mudde in the front seats, having died away, ney struck up again. 
We found we'd got through with the allegretto moderate, but had 
yet to break the neck of the axdante con “moto, Schubert, some- 

y said, was dead. We're glad of it, and doubly glad that he 
died when he did. Had he lived in our time and street, we might 
have been hung for murder. We're glad, too, that he left his sym- 
phony unfinished, and lean to the opinion that it was a judgment 
of Providence, and the only way to stop him. 

We don't feel inferior to Paderewski for not going in deeply 
for the classical in music, in saying which we are not prompted by 
envy or other uncharitableness : we can hold up our end. If you 
don't believe us, drop in on publishing day and hear “ After the 
Ball” asa solo on the tissue-papered toothcomb. Be early and 
avoid the rush. 

—— 


FOR THE DEFENCE. 


Judge, Have you anything to urge in mitigation of your sen- 
tence, prisoner? 

Prisoner, Only youth and inexperience, my lord, only youth and 
inexperience. 

Judye (surprised), Youth! inexperience! Why, what do you 
mean? You must be an old man—past sixty, I should say. 

Prisoner, Pardon me, my lord, | was referring to the young man 
your lordship picked out to defend me. 


WHEN THE MOON IS FULL. 
OH, the Fabric’s heart is yearning ! 
Oh, the Fossil'’s soul is burning 
With fair maidens to philander and to spoon ! 
He is full of amorous fancies, 
And his eye with love-gleams glances, 
At the Season of the Fulness of the Moon. 


Oh! the Eminent would gladly 
Let his tleeting hours go madly 
In slake-wallowing with comyanions blithe and boon ! 
He would fain “ sit at the nappy, 
Gettin’ fon an’ unco happy,” 
At the Season of the Fulness of the Moon. 


Oh! the Wreck would like to ramble 
Toaclub where he may gamble 

From the midnight till the following afternoon. 
For Napoleon, lou, and banker 
His misguided soul doth hanker 

At the Season of the Fulness of the Moon. 


But in vain is his desiring, 
For his wife (with much pers’ iring} 
To the bedpost fast has bound the Mildewed Loon ; 
For she knows her spouse, Quixotic, 
To be trebly idiotic 
At the Season of the Fulness of the Moon. 


eee 


HE ALWAYS GOES HOME TO TEA. 
Overheard in the Club Smokeroom. 

Strichnine, I call him a model husband. Why, do you know, he 
always gocs home to tea. 

Penhecker (savagely). So would you. you darned old limpet, if 
you had a wife, eighteen inches round the muscle, waiting for you 
with the copper stick handy. Yah! Good night. 

—_—_—o—__—_ 


RUSHING TIMES. 


You see, it’s like this ; people have to bustle to such an extent 
noWadays, in order to keep in the hunt at all, that the shrewd even 
economise their words (and with them their time) in the ordinari- 
ariest—hold on, we've broke a nib !—matters of everyday life. If 
you don't believe us ask one of the Gaiety girls—not the chorus 
girls, but the barmaids, As an instance: : . 

T’other afternoon a yous fellow came bustling into the big bar 
and said to the barmaid : 

“8S, and S., Miss.” . 

She nodded and poured out a dose of “Scotch,” to which she 
added a small soda-water. The young man poured it down and 
asked : 

4 I ” 

“Six,” she replied. ; 

“ Voila {” said he, tossing a tanner on the counter and hurrying 


out. 

These proceedings had been watched by an elderly Don Giovanni 
in (amongst other things, of course) a tlaxen wig, and, ogling the 
girl the while, he asked : , 

“1 s'pose you call that the very soul of wit, pretty one?” 

“1t’s brief enough to be, isn’t it?" answe Hebe. 

“Yes, What a considerable saving of the breath it must effect 
—quite a new branch of shorthand? 

“Now—doubtless you've got single syllable phrases for every 
emergency—supposing 1 should say to you that I'll buy you a 
sapphire and diamond brooch and a new astrachan jacket for the 
winter if you'll drive down to Richmond with me to a little bit of 
lunch at the Comet and Staylace on Sunday like a good little girl. 
and that if you don’t I'll never spend another halfpenny in this 
house, but will write to Steeples and Lake and complain of you for 
inattention to business, how would you answer me in two or three 
words?” 

“ One would do it,” she replied. 

“ And it would be—” 

“Shunt!” 

And he shunted. 


Ewery Thursday. One Halfpenny. 


QUIPS. 


A Story Paper for all Ages, Sexes and Sizes. 
SIXTEEN PAGES. 
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A TRAGIC ELOPEMENT. 


—~— 


It was the same, same old story. The oft told tale of a woman's 
Weakness, an honest uian's sorrow, aa idle one’s amusement. Had 
you told Milly Bar- 
Ker, two months 
before, that ere that 
time had sped she 
would have raised a 
Village scandal about 
her head, quarrelled 
with her betrothed 
husband, John Flet- 
cher, and fallen 
herself hopelessly in 
love with another 
man—had you told 
her all this I expect 


she would have 
tossed her pretty & 
curly head and 
Izughed the very 


notion to scorn, And 
yet it all came to 
pass well within the 
period above alluded 
to, and quite in the 
old familiar way, so 
well known to stu- 
dents of romance 
and reality. The 
advent of the hand. 
some, well-dressed 
stranger, who came 
to Sedgleigh for 
the ostensible pur. 
pose of fishing and sketching ; a chance meeting with Milly; 
a few careless words of admiration ; an appointment half fearfully. 
half doubtingly kept on her side, confidently on his. Another and 
yet another, the commencement of a long, long series. Honeyed 
words, clever tlattery on his part; hesitation, gratified vanity, 
growing interest, and finally intense, absorbing passion on hers. 
And then came the quarrel with Jack Fletcher—Jack, about whom, 
let us give her her due, her conscience had given her several nasty 
twinges during the early part of this new, clandestine courtship. 
He did not often come to Sedgleigh. His occupation—he was a 
guard on the railway that ran through that unimportant little 
settlement—kept him much away, for he was veually attached to 
the expresses. Always once a month, however, he came to see his 
sweetheart, and it was on the second of these visits that disquieting 
rumours reached him. Whispers of frequent meetings, long strolls 
by the river, moonlight walks; and the pitying glances, well- 
meant words of warning, the idle gossip of the village, drove him 
: to a very mad- 
ness of doubt, 
jealousy, — anger 
and = suspicion— 
the worst pos- 
sible mood. in 
which to have 
gone to Milly to 
demand an_ex- 
pane ion. Had 
he spoken gently; 
quietly asked her 
or an explana- 
tion, instead of 
rushing upon her, 
full of reproaches 
and reminders of 
her duty to- 
wards him, even 
then all might 
have turned 
out well. As it 
was, she resented 
his angry, autho- 
ritative tones, her 
spirit —_ rebelled 
against his inter- 
ference. | A few 
sharp, bitter 
words on either 
side, and Jack 
Fletcher, with an 
oath on his lips and the devil in his heart, strode furiously from 
the house, and all was over between them. * * 

One night, a week later, Milly and her new lover are among the 
crowd assembled upon the plitform of Oakton Junction, about 
eight miles from Sedgleigh, as the up express thunders slowly in. 
There is the usual bustle as the passengers take their seats ; porters 
run about, luggage is thrown in and doors slammed furiously all 
along the train. Suddenly a woman's wild, agonised shriek, a 
rapid commotion, and a little knot of people have gathered round 
one of the carriages about the centre of the train. The stoker and 
driver, busy with the engine, are uniware of anything amiss ; the 
loud hissing of the escaping steam had drowned that piercing cry. 
Not so the guard. Standing, lantern in hand, at the rear of the 
train, he had seen and heard all. Seen the woman he had given 
his heart, who had once given him hers, handed into a carriage by 
the man who had robbed him of it; seen the latter step upon the 
greasy footboard as, cncumbered with two heavy bags, heattempted 
to spring in after, and, falling sideways, roll between the platform 
and the wheels. A 
man breaks froin 
the crowd around 
the carriage, and 
quickly runs to- 
wards the engine 
to arrest the train. 
Too late! The 
guard's whistle 
sounds sharp and 
shrill above the 
din; and the huge 
engine moves 
slowly out. A cry 
of horror bursts 
from those on the 
platform, The 
man running is 
now almost level yy 
with the slowly & 
moving engine. 

“ Stop, for God's 
sake!” he yells. 
“There—there's 2 
man under the 
train!” 

There has been, 
but it is only a 
crushed and hor- 
ribly = mutilated 
corpse thatis borne 
away three minutes 
later on a waiting- 
room shutter. 

The jury, whilst considering that some blame attached to the 
guard for his carelessness in not having noticed the accident, 
brought in a verdict of accidental death, That it was murder, 
only one man knew and one woman guessed, 


An appointment. 


Sharp, bitter words, 


A mutilated corpse is borne away, 
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Lady Passenger, I have maie a mistake— I am in the “ Mr. Squills, the fellow I bought this practice 
wrong carriage, of, has swindled me—it's the most infernally “Yes, dear, it is cold. The best thing I can ro 
Ticket Collector, The difference 1s two shillings. healthy place I know of.” “ Don't distress your- commend for a winter evening is a nice fire aii o:,. 
Lady Passenger, Very well, band it over—I have a self ; they have a mania for football here, and of Zola’s novels."—L£xtruct from Letter of You; 
first-class ticket, knock each other avout dreadfully.” How the Hon. Stoneybroke hopes to add to his income Lady. e 


© © Miss Sloper will be delighted to receive photographs from those DISTINGUISHED PEOPLE INTERVIEWED BY A. SLOPER.—DAVID CHRISTIE MURRAY, Eso. 


of her Jriends whose portraits have not yet been inserted, 
TOOTSIB'S FRIENDS. 


see 
pre 
paul 


af a 


“Brother novelist, playwright, war correspondent and actor, I salute you!” This gigantic twopen'north, David —bvears fruit, Mrs, 8, will have to fry my morning racher 
from A. SLOPER as he g the hand of Mr. Duvid Christie Murray in the latter's —in the kitchen firescoup. Ned's Chump—again you sumewhut anticipated me in \ed'* 
plainly furnished study, “Youexpected me ?"——(1) Mr. Murray pointed, with a genial Chum—is the name of a drama Iam now working on for the Frivolity."°——(3) “| 
tmile, to the table, on which repose not the kitchen poker or a horsewhip, but ag — shall play the Chump, a part, my friends say, suiting me down to the ground: s 
unopened bottle of “ Unsweetened” in all its virgin purity. “Be seated,” said the bankrupt bushranger who comes to England, turns uvemployed ayitator, amt 
jovial host, as he uncorked the bottle and place! it, with a wine-glass, at the Eminent’s amasscs wealth. This is very fair ‘ Unsweetened.'” “ You mentivue! just now,” r- 
elbow. “ But won't you join me?” asked A. SLOPER. “No,excuse me,” replied Mr. marked Mr. Murray, “that you were a war correspondent?" “Oh, ah! I fory 
Murray, “I have a lot of work to get through presently.” “Then we will begin at that. Isaved your life during the Kusso-Turkish war, you know.” “You!” “Yr. 


No. 312.—M1ss HAtDE® BYRON. once, David,” observed A. SLOPER, as he raised the bottle to his lips, “We won't ou remember when your graphic and daring account of the Plevna horrors rouse! 

“She numbers a thousand admircra, at least.” dirty a glass, my mouth holds exactly a half-quartcrn, imperial measure, Yes, he ire of the Porte, aud you were conducted to the frontier? Well, the orders uf t!i: 

—The Dook Snook. David,” he went on, “I have a work in embryo entitled, ‘Impecunious Life in Batter- _—_ soldiers were that you were to be shot.—— (4) “This 1 overheard.—(5) “Ana, 

‘a . . ae sea.’ The title, you will observe, anticipated when you wrote your first article, disguised as a Turkish generalissimo, countermanded that order. This * Unswevt- 

Had I the Indice’ wealth, I'd part with all to win her smile. *Impecunious Life in London,’ which appeared, if I mistake not, in the Gentleman's _ ened’ is exceedingly potent. 1 think, David, if you would return my kindness on 

—Lord Bub. Mayazine ; and I think,” here the Agtd sighed, “I should have a thorough know- th’ ‘casion, an’ conduct me to th’ fronticr—I mean front duor—I should feel better in 

“Such queenliness, such perfect grace, alliel to such a lovely ledge of my subject." ——(2) “ ‘Twas only this morning I, mor key parly, took our  theair. Ob, ish all ri’, I fin’ Ican walk, 7wo front doorsh ! Wha’ extravagaush ! 
face.” —The_Hon. Billy, ouly frying-;an to the pawn shop, and until my ‘CHRISTMAS HoLiDays’'—a You authorsh mesh make lush v' moneysh. Goo'-bye, David.” 


A SCRAMBLE. 


iJ 


Son 


Par 


(1) A whisky barrel is observed floating in the Looh, The Elder ismaking - . (2) “Eneuch whusky tae last ower New Year's Day,” snid the Elder. 43) “ Washin’ soddy, as A’m a leevin’ saint.” Aud the Elder fainted 
‘she best time on record, ena ; clean bad w 


away., 
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Wecnes : galore. 
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The - Prisoners «Pipe 
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Povy versus Bike « 
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OUR WEEKLY WHIRLIGIG. 


Already have we felt the first nip of winter, and a jolly good nip it was while it lasted. Noone and fingers bold :—Although her gifts were naught but smoke, To her it prored far from a joke :— 


n 
» seemed prepared for it. Now we have donned our winter garb, the chances are that we shall be = Wat Tour, eh? Keepon your ‘air, He's but gay London's latest Mayor :—This ix the time when 
provided with a few more weeks of glorious summer weather. In case of emergencies, I have pre- = merry cub Gets captured when in search of grub:—The Mayor had friends, and but one foc, And 
jared something above calculated to warm the cockles of your hearts. On we go :— Venison, although — nme Chicago's filled with woe :—These riders, tov, at merry pace Commence a splendid sporting race— 
a cheaper be throughout the year :—A sermon prigger here be 


i's Deer, Shoul old, With singerslight Farewell for yet another week.—THE SLOPERIAN SHOWMAN, 


A SOP TO CERBERUS. 


“Say, Tom, give us a bit of your apple?” “Want it all 
myself.” “Give us the core, theu?” “There won't be any 
core left.” 


Son. May I wind up the clock, farder ? 


Pater, No, mine heels: business “Would you risk your life for my sake, Bertie?" “ Why. darling. how can you ask ?—don't T drink ®: 
bad a seek Beal rene sen iste . : your aac sherry and swoKe bis awful weeds twice a werk for your sake?” LOVE OR TOOTHACHE ? 


x 


A oe ate, 5 pie or aif 4 a On ee 


a 
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ALLY-CAMPANE. IN spite of keen de gt Leathe ba Music-hall hascome to the front A CHRONICLE OF CU RIOU 
: i ies of | 1 bounds, and at th t t pla S EVENTs. 
— ae dks ectace men md M the present moment plays "4 Canespan you ruin Wee Ebisu tera Noveantne nse 
MAKE READY! hall in London, The hallislux-  (f ¥1UC 7p, = 
CHRISTMAS. as yon all know, comes but once a year, The same — uriously furnixhed throughout, Sa 12th November, 1794.—This day Dan Mendoza fousht [.) 


Warr on Bexley Common, At the commencement Warr se 
to have it all his own way, and gave the first knock-down ‘ 

but in the fifth round Dist went in, sto nped the hits of his «a. 
nent with the greatest ease, and ret urnec 80 tremendously tt tl 
was disposed of in the short space of fifteen minutes, ae 


Tae ha SP Be 4a nese 
13th November, 1888.—Four Bru-sc!: workmen wer jn 
ing cards this night, and one trumped his partner's trick Mi 
prntines gave the man twenty digs in the ibe with a knife fal 
ied him. The murderer tled, but was found later in the evenin 
playing cards quietly in another enfé, at 


14th November, 1889.—Unier this date thin sions, 
adventure cones from Hungary : =*T went with & party of fra : 
to the neighbouring mountains to shoot roedeer, says Ady... 
Forster. ‘1 heard the dogs coming, but fancied, from their by; 
that they were chasing a boar. 1 quickly withdrew my shot ; crt 
ridges and put in bullets, but what was my surprise to seen hye, 
bear trotting quietly towards me, apparently regardless of the des 
When within seventy paces I tired, and saw him fall; but. nev 
theless, I thought it Eaten to give him a second shot, Which 
likewise took etfect. L afterwards proceeded toa hillock close ta, 
and called my companions ; but hardly had I raised my voice on. 
the bear got up and made straight for me. I had just time 1, = 
reload and fire when he was within five paces of me. It did yor 
quite finish him off, for he fell upon me with a terrible how! “id 
knocked me heavily to the ground, I managed to push the barr. 
of my gun into his open jaws, and fired a second shot. Ina js: 
effort hecaught my foot between his teeth, and rn be streneth 


past ex-  craniums; once again they left to bite throush t ich 1 : : 
perience have shown what a really fearsome collection of nasty - minded When my friends PUG ee ie Te us 


what we noodles they are. The merciful fates forfend us from the machina-  govered with blood, but fortunately it was that of my shoe. 
2 . Fy shag 


remark applies to “ALLY SLOPER’S CHkIstTMAS HOLIDAYS,” a and the company is always of 
mammoth the Al order. The drink is 
publication — always good, and, what ix more 
which the — satisfactory, can be obtained 
great B. P. and consumed in the audi- 
is accus-  torium. What elxe, then, can 
tomed to aan desire in a music-hall? 
look for- A cosy hall, a quiet smoke and 
ward to, drink, a liberal display of 
each De- female loveliness—leaves 
cember, nothing to be desired. 

with  feel- *° 

ings of Ir is not true that the Dook 
almostirre- Snook has been awarded one 
pressible of the guinea prizes given 
impatience. away weekly by that thrilling 
We have _ hn'penny story paper, Quipa! 
never dis-  Snooky is, indeed, a fitting 
appointed — subject for charity, but that 
the afores can't be helped. “It’s merit 
mentioned — that wins in this case. Have 
I. P., and a try fora guinea, do. 

we don't oe 

mean to do ONcE again the Licensing 
so this Committee of the London 
time. Our County Council have brought 
readers down the annual avalanche of 
know from ridicule upon their porcine DOL 


‘ . Parr 3 rier ae f\ - 3 ove 
t et “Sine, tions of these “small-lemon vee jackasses. victim, not my own.’” 
ut when Last week an important order, affecting the interests of pig- gso.— ; aa tie b 
we say that “ALLY SLoPER’s CuRistmas Hotipays” will this breeders and piggy himself, came into effect. In every case where Pg ooh halos Vis Cootan heme * oe \ : 
year knock chips and corners off anything we have ever before swine fever is expected to exist, the dealer is instructed tocom- adorned with weepers, bands, and mutilers,and bearing arse bi, | 1 
attempted, they can form some faint idea of the humorous and — municate to the nearest police-constable, Toseea bobby withtwo hearts on their chests instead of sandwich boards, was the devi. h 
artistic merit of what will undoubtedly be the greatest marvel of — or three pigs in custody will prove an interesting sight. Weare of some struggling authoress, who had resorted to this new senu, u 
the century. We have already said enough to put readers on their not told whether Master Pork is to be brought up before the tion in orderto putfa shilling ‘thriller, Thespectacle quite dinms, te 
guard against too killing a surprise on December 4th—for that is nearest beak. e* the sunshine of that unusually bright day, wherein the eri, 7 
the date of publication. We will tell youa few of the numerous we morts appeared on the scene, and not a few flaneure exelaijund: 
attractions next week, merely contenting ourselves with the state- SoME of the London daily newspapers are at present busy ‘There's gloom enough in life without this apparition.” The hat 
ment that “A. S.C. HL.” will this year not only beat all previous — endeavouring to white-wash Lobengula, King of the Matabele. som cab corpse which paraded the streets while the Mustery ric. 
records, but make the entire universe sit up and cough violently. What object they have in view it is difficult to say. An African at the Princess's, was peremptorily stopped by the authorities, _ |: 
*.° chieftain is as much to be trusted as a London pickpocket, and this new form of attracting attention passes muster, we shall sony \ 
THE coal merchants are playing a good old game of hank at — would cut the throat of his most intimate friend with about the day see //amlct announced by a procession of gravedigyers, sku! in 
present. It seems to A. SLOPER that the more coal there is pro- game amount of sang froid us a London editor uses his blue jn hand.” ebesaaians? th 
curable, the higher in price it becomes, Facts are at all times pencil, ee ————————————————— eee " 
stubborn things, but this one, it seems to us, just about takes the bun, . 16th November, 1633.—This day being the Queen's Birth. th 
ner : SMARTING under the severe chastisement inflicted on him by day, Richard the Third was xeted_by the King’s players before ul 
THE Ladies’ Tea and Shopping Club is the name of a new’ the Pall Mall Gazette, Mr. C. B. Harness has, we understand, Charles I. and Court at St. James's Palace. : or 


venture, whose object is to provide members with a cosy and applied for a writ for 
artistic club in the centre : libel against the pro- 
of the West-end shopping wietors. Of course, 
district. Tea, reading ne could not well do 
reception and dressing- otherwise. The 
rooms will be attached, charges levelled 


a a a eee ee 

17th November, 1796.—In order to infuse some Cogree ! 
civilisation and politeness into Russian society, the Empre- 4 
Catherine IL. who died this day, issued an ukase, containing tle- I 
among other orders : * All ladies giving parties totheir friends an: " 
acquaintances shall send out invitations by letter or verbal me- t 


and teas, hot and cold against him are of too sage. Such parties are to commence at four or five o'clock. ani iw mm 
luncheons and light re- serious a nature to let to be extended beyond ten in the evening. Each guest is to be th 
freshments will be pro- pass unnoticed. Not liberty to walk about, to sit down, to play as he thinks fit, and an I) 
vided at moderate char- only is his business one attempting to interfere with him shall be deemed guilty « 
ges. Several well-known reputation attacked, misdemeanour, and punished accordingly. A!] persons shall sali: WI 
society Indies have given but his private charac. the company on comingand going. Ladies are expressly forbidde: fa 
their support and patron- ter has not been to get drunk under any pretext whatsoever: nor are gentlem i br 
nage, and the new club spared, — Every poss- vermitted to do so before nine o'clock in the evening.” w 


ible insult conceivable 
has been heaped upon 


looks like being 2 social 
and tinancial success, 
** 


18th November, 1808.—Lord Byron's great dog * Buu: 


oe the man; and, if the swain “ died at Newstead this day, th 
THE Mildewed Mound Pall Mall yeople are “To mark a friend's remains these stones arse, oh 
has this day conferred the not able to prove their T never knew but one—and here he lies.” ny 
“Award of Merit” upon assertions up to the = are 7 ar 
Miss Mi..ie HYLtos, hit, their little frenk THE REVEREND’S MOUSTACHE. hy 
dreanse she is the queen is likely to cost them Ou, 2 pair of moustaches belong K 
of burlesque,“ Feyther,” a pretty penny. To the Reverend Phiddle, 1.2), Kt 
remarked the Azure-Orb- +8 That are lengthy, luxuriant, strony nu 
ed First-Nighter, “Tm é THE suspicion that Toa very decided degree, ot 
right glad to sce this ‘ere < some durk treachery You would fancy on looking at him Mm 
Award, Tam, ‘cos, quite ~ is at work. is just now That he wasn't a clerical gent, m 
arate from the fact that agitating the Ball's But some corporal, haughty and grim, 
z illy en en than Fond Bandit. Head. With a bloodthirsty, tire-eating bent. i 
deserves it, can hardly ers of that mammot “he 
recall the time when ser comic, Larks! who While the parson and I[ were no more th 
last give yer diplomer to now. sou well the e Than acquaintance, it puzzled me oft lif 
a laidy, and you, festher, with such a heye for loveliness, too.” pitiless character of the band, may well tremble at the fate in store Why those martial moustaches he SONG: i th 
And the Agéd’s heart smote him as he reflected that his son for the traitor. el eae ,__ When his look should be peaceful and suit. lat 
and heir’s terrible accusation was only too true. * But helicase tine tip we 
* Iv was a bright idea of the Empire management to start Satur- Paeeria ee : bake an 
LIKE lions refreshed and full of life and vigour after their short day maftinéce. Bright and perfectly retined as the entertainment That his look would more eiprics! Be. ¥ 
holiday, Members of Parliament are returning to London with a at this popular variety theatre is, there are numbers of people who If he'd sport » clean-shaven top lip ! W 
rush, cach one ane all seemingly eager to be the first toenter the — could noc make up their minds to be naughty enough to visit it at Then the parson he wunk and he wank : » 
Westminster Prize Ring. as the House of Commons has been but night, who will hail the innovation as delightful way out of the “1 would not for Golconda forego Di 
recently dubbed, — Everything points to a brisk session, and it is little difticulty. Ladies. children and County Councillors may safely These moustaches so long and so rank, - 
on dit that before it terminates Tim Healy, alias the Tipperary visit these afternoon performances ; there Is not one objectionable For at times there be times, doncherknow, ; 
Bantam, and Colonel Saunderson, alias the renowned Belfast feature, and the crowded state of the house at these mutencea is a When e’en rectors get riled. And, egad ! at 
Rounder, will try to bring off their long-expected battle. In this gure sign of their popularity.» s I find it refrechine to mutter | be 
tizht gloves will be altogether discarded. Both are sure of victory, ¥ * Certain words ‘neath my ‘stosher,’ my lad, un 
and the betting at present is at evens. A CONTEMPORARY says “Flats are becoming more and more Which no parson in public may utter!” 


r : Bill SC eeaer Hi nid. % eieult to ot ae the is y thing ed ete told us, only the S 

WEY have a bill on now at the Stran ouse, which, having other day. ere really must be something iv ‘t. e 

regard to the theatrically propitious weather, may attract the public ose ; “ AFTER THE (MASQUERADE) BALL. ; 

for a few weeks to come. HERE we are again, right smack in the midst of the month |.HE was a very bright and resourceful young man indeed, au! 

When we say public, famed for its fogs, feastiug, and sundry other pleasantries, did all the society paragraphs, and the spring and autumn poetry. 

we don’t say publicans, November isa tricky month and the obituary verse, and that scholarly annual, “ The Weather 

but that is what we  atits best, and why it should and the Parks,” for the Breokside-on-Thamea Comet, And it fv'! 

mean (and sinners), fur have been selected as the that the principal licensed-victualler in Brookside, to give a filliy 

there : little to please © Lord Mayor's month is be- to things in general, and to his carefully selected stock of nech- 

the stall-folk in The yond our comprehension. wash in particular, organised a grand masquerade ball, in aid of the 

Lady Killer and Binks. i is not as though turtle funds for maintaining the local Asylum for Indjgent Silkworm 

The former is an old- was only in season during Fanciers. And our hero went to the function té do the Cum! > 
fashioned idea spread November. Turtle can be account, Approaching an incomprehenaible floral deity in pink. 
intosesquipedalian pro- obtained throughout the he inquired humbly, holding out an H.B. pencil as a sort of bad: | 
portions. It is fairly year—n fact the aldermen of office : " 

well constructed, but and other civic authorities * May I ask your name? P 

that we owe to the are perfectly conversant *M or N?” fawetiously returned the fair one. ' 
French author, Bixson, with. The Lord Mayor's “Emma W ren—thanks, he said, nervously, * And—and—w!.) 
a past master in farcical banquet is this year, we gave you—I mean what is your character? . 

comedy. The dialogue believe, to be on even a “Sir, it has never been questioned! But here is my future hu 
ja sorry stuff, and that grander scale than_ here- band approaching. That is he in the suit of mail, with the rv 
we owe, we are sorry to tofore, and although real marke ‘Cam verduwn* fastened on to his manly chest: he wi 
say, mainly to the En- — bond-fide loveliness will be attend to you. 

vlish adapter, whoever sparsely represented, 
ne may be. But after doubtless the average quan- 
all said and done the — tity of champagne will be 
stury’s the thing, and — shifted with A. SLOPER's 
the story of The Lady — assistanceand McGooseley’s 


aS 
~ So. ar | 


And a gentleman incased in tin-plate bore down upon him lik: | 
line-of-battle ship. ; 

When he came out of the Cottage Hospital, five months later. ! 
took an affectionate farewell of the “chimney-corner” editor st! 
joined a travelling circus that was passing threugh the town. - 
warder of the performing wolves: he wanted a job that embrace! 


Killer is not bad, and = mouth. ee . 83 
all being subservient * less risks than the one he was giving up. 43 
to it, we must admit, ALLY has lately been 


therefore, that the piece — meandering around the Ewery Wednesday. Twopence. 
is not unentertaining, — galleries of the Institute of 
Theacting, too.is about Painters in Water Colours 
as good as the piece and the Noval Society of 


JUDY. 
deserves. Binks is a British Artists. Both exhi- 


rechauffé of old songs, old wheezes, old bits of busines, and oe bition corey thetn- : mee eit * é< Ready November 18th. One Shilling. ” 
and new vulgarities. Here Mr. Bill Edouin is in his element, He — selves muchly to the Mildewed Art Critic, and if you respect his 

hin pHntoviiratst pure and simply, and should never be scen in straight tip, youll drop in at both shows the very first time you're x Iw s oO Cc i ES Tr 3 e 
comedy, Weowe Alice Atherton adebt for charming us onceagain, up west. They're capital. The Round Table Annual for 1££4. 


saturday, November 11, 1893.) 
A WARNING TO CIGARETTISTS. 


- jas eome to the knowledge of Science Siftings that many of the foreign 
tte papers are manufactured from the lint and bandages usedjin hospitals.) 


Or a the dangers of the 


das, 
The direst danger that is 
mec 
(At least, so certain scien- 
lists soy) 
Is now the festive cigarette. 


From foreign parts there 
come sad news 
(News ne'er heard before, 


you bet), 
Which should make chap- 
pics all refuse 
Tosuck again the cigarette. 


‘Tis nota pleasant thing to 


earn 
That from the hospitals 
they get 
The paper that one has to 
burn 
Around the foreign cigar- 
ette. 


.! These tidings, though 
should do some good, 
Where cigarcttequette 

besets 
Those animated chumps of wood 
Who all day long smoke cigarettes. 


we 


FATAL FORGETFULNESS. 


READER, do you know what it is to yearn to go out upona 
barren waste, or a trackless heath, or something, and there kick 
elf to death, or otherwise do some fatal injury to your own 
eson! Ifso, reader, you know precisely the feeling which ani- 
nates meat the present moment. If only I hadn't been such a 
Llunked careless one-eyed giratfe, 1 might have—but, there, [ll 
tel] you all about it. : 

Conscious as 1 am of my own merits, and—cer—well—ahem !— 
attractiveness, I confess I was hardly prepared, when I took those 
bachelor diggings down at Fudgby, for the delightful, open- 
hearted manner in which the neighbourhood received me. So 
diferent from the stand-offish manner peculiar to most suburban 
localities, Whether it was that the supply of anything approach. 
ing eligible young men in Fudgby was unequal to the demand, or 
thit the maids and matrons of that neighbourhood succumbed 
vistanter to the winning grace and charm of my presence, I leave 
the reader to determine. All I know is, that I hadn't been in 
the place a fortnight before all the best families had left their 

| was invited everywhere—a tennis party at the Jones's, a 
musical evening at the Smiths’, an “ At Home” at the Browns’, or 
«little dance at the Robinsons’. 7 
i have no doubt that all the 
vorthy people laboured under 
the impression that I would 
ikea fairly decent match for 
their Mauds, and Ethels, and 
Horas, for I had caused it to be 
creulated that I wasa barrister 
with a fair practice, an unkind 
fite having made me a tea- 
broker's clerk at a miserable 
weekly stipend of five-and- 
thirty shillings. 

But it was at the Wilsons’ 
that [ particularly wanted to 
shine. Theold man had made 
a pot of money at something 
or other, and was now quite a 
rz swell; and his daughters, 
Kateand Gertie—well, Lhardly 
Knew which I adored the 
more, They were such really 
stuining girls, and heiresses, too, mind you, and—well, I flatter 
mysrlf at one time I stood as good a chance as anyone for the 
natrimonial stakes, and had I not—but 1 will be calm. 

I was rere ae home one evening, when just outside the station 
] encountered old Wilson and thedarling girls, who had come down 
bvimy train, Their carriage, an awful swell affair, was waiting for 
them, and despite my _remonstrance they insisted on giving mea 
‘iftto my gate. That brief ride was my ruin. 1 thanked and bade 
them adieu with oneeerneet as they drove off, but half an hour 
liter I was told Mr. Wilson's groom wished to eee me. I went out 
wondering. There stood the man with a broad grin on his face 
and a parcel—my eras which I had left in the carriage and 
which bore unmistakeable signs of having been partially o ned. 
What of it?) Well, when I tell you that it contained—well, I'm 
obliged to economise in the matter of provisions, but a pound of 
bullock’s liver and a pint of winkles dont look well among other 
things, do they? 

I met both the Wilson girls this morning and they smiled across 
at each other and cut me dead, and I haven't the least doubt that 
before 1 can clear out it'll be all over the place what a vulgar, 
unpecunious impostor I am, 


—_——s 


GIRLS OF THE “FRIV.” 
GRISELDA LE GRANGE. 


THE sylphs in the wther so free, 
The mermaids that swim in the 


Brea, 
The fairies that frisk on the lea 
Far away from humanity's sight. 
These be creatures that ne'er, 
since the earth 
Was created, have known any 
dearth 
Of enjoyment and 
mirth— : 
Any lack of delicious delight. 


U 
‘ 
} 


innocent 


But the mermaid, the sylph, and the fay 

Have surceasedl to be happy and gay, 

Have with envy grown haggard and grey ; 
For the sea-nymph and wther- born 

sprite, 

And the fairy that glides through the gien 

Far away from humanity's ken, 

ilave by one of the dauzhters of men 
Been exceeded in loveliness quite. 


And unless, by some witchery strange. 
They can cause fair Griselda Le Granze 
As asylph in the cloud-home to range, 
Asa fairy to frolic by night, 
Or to swim with the nymphs in the sea, 
They will all co discousolate be 
Will be crushed by a terrible blight ; 
That their lives, once redundant with 


glee, 
Aud the mermaid, the nymph, and the fay 
From existence will wither away. 


ALLY SLOPER’S HALF-HOLIDAY,. 
THE EDITOR’S LETTER-BOX. 


— 
9 West HILL RoaD, Bricuton, October 30th, 1893. 
DEAREST ALLY,—I write more in sorrow than in anger ; but I 
am so diszusted with poor Mrs. Sloper’s spotted gown that I can 
refrain from writing no longer. For years my sisters and I have 
cried in disgust, * That spotted gown again!” And, ALLY, there is 
nothing so abhorrent to a woman's soul as to be known by the 
frock she wears. Of course, dearest ALLY, | do not wish for one 
moment to insinuate that the Girlsof the * Friv.” and the girls vou 
have kissed are not always clad in the latest—perish the thought ! but 
still, when you compare them with poor Mrs, Sloper, well, the less 
said the better in such an affair. But 1 think the least you can do 
is to give the dear woman a new black silk for Christmas ; none of 
your secondhand ones, ALLY. Must apologise for intruding on your 
valuable time. Wishing vou every success with your ha'p’orths 
and penn’orths, I remain, dear ALLY, 
Yours truly, M. BRIDGER. 
Qe 


SLOPER’S VAGARIES. 
No. 191.—HE 18 TAKEN FOR A SPURIOUS IMITATION, 
UPOs the banks of Thames, a score 
Of miles from Oxford town, or more, 
Has nestled, since the days of yore, 
A fair and peaceful hamlet. 
There, all the meadows teem with flowers ; 
There, all the homes are heaven-like bowers ; 
There, frisk, in springtide’s sunny hours, 
The calflet and the lamblet ; 
There, well beloved of tourists, stands 
A church, upreared by Saxon hands 
Ere Conqueror William sought these lands, 
A quaint old kirk, and curious, 
Wherein the Reverend Bubblem Squeak 
Expounds the Gospel, week by week, 
In tones that now are mild and meek, 
Now scathing, stern, and furious. 
Last Sunday morning, while the gous 
Proclaimed the hour of matin-sonz, 
Into that church a goodly throng 
Of rizhteous rustics trotted. 
And after them a stranger crept, 
And o'er his face tierce tlushes swept 
As into th’ rearmost pew he stept, 
Ly all the flock unspotted ! 
Eftsoons the white-robed Reverend B. 
Within the lectern stood ; but he 
Of sentences had scarce said three 
Ere seemed his lips to wither, 
Then loud his ireful voice did ring : 
“Say ! who has dared to do this thing, 
And on November Fifth to bring 
A hideous Guy Fawkes hither? 
“ Rise from your seats, my brethren, pray, 
And east yon loathsome shape away ; 
And whosoe'’er has dared to Way 
This impious joke, and fetched 
An efligy of SLOPER here, 
Tl hurl on him a curse severe, 
That till his death-day he may ne‘er 
Be aught but poor and wretched.” 
His Reverence not in vain appealed— 
The “guy " was kicked o'er lane and tield ; 
And SLOPER’s hurts will ne'er be healed 
Till twelve months next December. 
And he will die without a grain 
Of godliness, ere he'll again 
Appear within a sacred fane 
Upon the Fifth November, 


TW OPENCE. 


READY MONDAY, DECEMBER 4th, 


ALLY SLOPER'S CHRISTMAS HOLIDAYS. 
1oOO°o 


ORIGINAL PICTURES NEVER BEFORE PUBLISHED. 


A CHARMING SuNG, 


“HK CHRISTMAS LULLABY,” 
Specially composed by IWAN Cary. 
See Ne ~The wenpakbe Gucwan Te One, 


AND A DOUBLE-PAGE PLATE, BY W. F. THOMAS 
(measuring 22in. x 15in.), 


SLOPER’S CHRISTMAS PARTY. 


Amongst many other special attractions will be found 
A OaRTOON, BY W. F. THoMaAs, 
CSCHRISTMAS GREETINGS, 


AND a LarGg DRAWING, BY HaL LUDLOW, 


BOXING NIGHT AT THE “FRIV.' 
(Representing Tootsic's sass Peo with SLOPER'S Limelight 


TWENTY PAGES of ORIGINAL PICTURES, READING and MUSIC 
never before published, 
TW oOPENCE. 


GILBERT DALZIEL, 
“THE SLOPERIEs,” 99 SHOE LANE, Lonpoy, E.C, 


THE WAREHOUSE CRANE. 
(SUGGESTED BY EVIDENCE GIVEN AT A RECENT INQUEST.) 
How oft, while on our business we 
Throuzh London streets are wending, 
Some cumbrous case or bale we see 
From dizzy heights descending 
Full in our path, yet on its course, 
Checked by a rope’s restraining force. 
And still we pass, without a grain 
Of fear, beneath the warehouse crane ! 
But stoutest ropes at times grow frail, 
And iron grips grow faithless, 
And ‘neath the cumbrous case or bale 
Not always men go scatheless, 
And we would fain to every one 
Declare what risk pedestrians run 
(Whate’er preventive means be ta’en) 
Who pass beneath a warehouse crane! 
The owner of the crane may make 
Red thizs, and set them swinging ; 
The “slinger ” every care may take 
While bulky es slinging. 
But cranes will fail, and men will die, 
Till, wiser grown, each passer-by 
Shall, of his own accord, refrain 
From passing ‘neath the warchouse crane ! 


—— 


HUNDREDS AND THOUSANDS. 
IF aman born in Germany be called a German, should not men 
born in Germany be called Germen? 
aA CoiGn of ‘Vaniage: The small coin you pay for Quiya. 
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SMYTHE. 
(A Srory or MEDLEVAL TIMEs.) 
——— 
CHAPTER TI. 

“THAT it should ever be said that ve had boriu to me adesene- 
rate son,” said the Baron De Smythe, as he cleneied his mated 
hand and smote 
the arm of his 
chair with such 
force as to: mate- 
rially spoil the 
intrinsic value of 
the furniture ax 
a second - hand 
article. 

“Lam not de- 

enerate, theug! 

look to nobler 
work than I see 
around me,” said 
a youth, who 
stood in respect- 
ful attitude be- 
fore the irate 
baron. 

“ Your younger 
brother is) con- 
tent with what 
his hand finds to 
do,” said the 
baron, as he 
looked proudly 
over at his second 
bon, who was 
clad fully iu the 
armour of the 
period, and who, 
consequently, 
showed some 
discomfort in the attitude in which he reclined in his chair. “He 
makes no plaint,” said the baron. 

“I beg your pardon, father,” said Geoffrey De Smythe. “TI do 
make complaint ; but my plaints are unheeded. This armour fits 
but badly, and there is a rivet at the back of my neck which galls 
me sorely,” 

“It shall be seen to, my son; and if it be not amended, the 
armourer shall swing for it. As for you, sir, zounds! you shall 
leave the castle at once! You are disinherited, cut off with a shil- 
ling, so help me bob!” 

“TL care not,” said the youth, “ My tastes lie not in the direction 
of those about me.” 

“You must be hard to please, then,” said the Baron De Smythe, 
furiously, “There is 
the best peasant stick- 
ing for miles around, 
and there is no finer 
situation in the world 
for the collection of 
beeves and oxen. Go, 
boy! your brother 
Geoffrey will be my 
heir. orget. that you 
are John De Smythe, 
and become the base- 
born plebeian your soul 
bespeaks vou.” 

John De Smythe 
turned sadly away, and 
the Baron De Smythe 
stalked from the room, 

“Loam sorry, John, 

I i that this row has hap- 
eI, , H pened, old chap; to 
= supplant you thus is not 
of my sx ng,” said 
Geottrey De Smythe, as 
he extended his haud to 
his brother. 

“IT know it well, 
Geof., 1 know it; but 
it had to come sooner 
or later, and better 
sooner than later, I 
was sick of all this, and 
wanted to get away. 
My armour was cold 
and comfortless, as is 
yours ; we are hard up, Nags ed our raids on other people's beeves ; 
the wind whistles rudely through the castle walls, and last night 
the roof sprung a leak right over my bed. The rats, too, of late 
have been troublesome, and yesterday there were beetles in the 
dinner soup. These things gall me, aud I go to seek for better for- 
tune in other lands. Should I succeed, we shall meet again ; should 
I fail, you will never more hear of me. In the latter case, forget 
you ever had a brother, and so farewell.” 

“ Farewell, John, and good luck go with you. I did not ohserve 
that my father fully carried out his threat to cut you off witha 
shilling—at least, [don't think he gave you the shilling. Here is 
ten shillings. 1 took them off a base-born peasant whom | slew 
yestere’en ; ‘Va perbaey, help you on your way.” 

“You area kind soul, Geof. and tender as kind. I shall avail 
myself of 
your gift,and 
shall never 
forget it.” 

“Farewell, 
then, once 
more; and 
fear not but 
what we 
shall meet 

gain.” 


Clenched his mailed laud. 


The Baron's two sons. 


outh, as he 

urned to- 
wards the 
narrow stairs 
which 
from the 
massive keep 
to the court- 
yard, Ashe 
crossed the 
courtyard, a 
huge deer- 
hound 
pounced 
upon him. 


Smythe 
looked sadly 
down upon 
the dog, as 
he patted its broad forehead. © Wouldst share my fortunes, Brawn)” 
he said ; and as the dog wagerd a joyous tail, he continued, * Weil, 
it shall be so. You are miue—at feast, already, and 1 commit no 
fraud by taking you away, Come, then.” 
(To be continued next week.) 


“Farewell!” 


360 ALLY SLOPER’S HALF-HOLIDAY. (Saturday, November 11 a 


THB “F.O.8.” PORTRAIT GALLERY. BARK AND BITE. 


The Missus. So, James, this, I suppose, is what sou .1:| 
bitchen gardening. 


= i" Was 


HH 


No. 333,—LOKD DUNRAVEN, F.O.S, 

“Prom very earliest infancy our hero woull appear to have 
evinced a passionate liking for the water, At the age of two 
he awoke the echoes of his nursery by the stentorian manner in 
which he gave tongue to * Tum Lowling,” “A Life oa crs Ocean 
Wave,” “ Rocked in the Cradle of the Deep,” and other inteusely Rude Swell, T shall follow son home, my dear, “I should like another ring.” “ But your Belle sia: 
nautical ditties. At six he was, with difficulty, rescued from a Founy Lady. Thanks; but there is really no occasion—I have alrealy one puppy to do that. hina Belle via: 
watery grave in the ancestral moat whilst trying conclusions are over nuw. 
with the gardener’s boy on a patent centre-board raft of fits own 
construction, At eight an indulgent grandmamma took him on 
a visit to Margate or Southend, or some other fashionable seaside A N A B R U P T D E P A R T U R E e 
resort, and there it was that, under the tuition of the captain of 
a-bob-an-hour pleasure-buat, his lordship acquired all that mas- 
terly knowledge of navigation and seamanship which has made 
him famous. So great was his infatuation thut he would un- 
questionably have enlisted as cabin-boy, but for the kindly 
intervention of his clierly relative, who promptly tore him back 
to town with her away from the temptations of the briny. But 
his passion for the raging main never abated, and now, at man’s 
estate, we see in him England's representative yachtsman, 
Chiefly because he's a plucky sportsman he was created F.O.S., 
and the ‘Sloper Award of Merit’ presented to Lim October 21st, 
1893."—Debrett Improved. 
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Lady, Uh, dear, no !—this is too gool! A much inferior quality ( iy { | . 1 ‘ 
will do. It’s to give to the poor. ; 4 } a i IN 
of th 


(1) * You know I'm fond of you, Piggy,” quoth Bugzles, “but the best of friends was a difficult one to find.—(3) At 1 
must part. So just wait whilst I fetch a le and—— "——(2) Possibly that knife elapsed, Piggy is still fattening i his pti et ee nee 


NO ESCAPE. THE RETORT DISCOURTEOUS. GIRLS SLOPER'’S KISSED. 


U at eat ty 
Diner. Curried missionary, and look sharp! And if it aint haere a eee a Yb 7 OM 
better than that cold bishop I had here yesterday, I'll drop EDISONS Fiowocenpy | ‘ THorivornacn't j 
coming here! . ee : y 
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Come 
Oren 


MB als 
So I sez to her, I sez, * Mrs. Larrinks,” I sez, “if I‘aa @ 
“ D'you stil to Sund hool, T Hawkins?” “ x D wwe 
wie soe eilliRo They're aguin’ et waive ese da Dreadful state of mind of a City man, who is remiuded of solcesliks bse ae ie etn ewe hcbvaled see Tem TSne 
Christmas!" politics at every turni a ee ee ee 
y turning. ling nose,” she sez. 
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